I explained my position. It was no use my being an
observer if I was given nothing to observe, I said that if he
could help me to reach either the Isthmus or the north of
Lake Ladoga I should be profoundly grateful. The general
said he did not know why I should think him capable of
doing anything of the kind, since he had no influence in
such matters. I replied that he was well known to be one
of the most influential men in Finland. Finally, he said
he would see what could be done, although he could
make no promises: and the end of it was that his secretary
telephoned me the same evening to say I could go to North
Ladoga the following day.
Travelling by train in Finland in wartime was never a
picnic* but this trip to Sortovala was certainly the worst
I had struck. It began well enough. We started in the
evening, a very international partys in which I was the only
British representative. The others included a Frenchman,
a Swiss, a Swede, a Norwegian, an American and a Finn
—the last-named our Press officer.
After a comfortable night in a sleeper we found that
we had missed our morning connection, which meant a
wait of four hours* We filled in a part of the time by
eating an enormous breakfast, and this turned out to be
fortunate, for it was the only food we were destined to
have until the early hours of the next morning. The little
hotel which provided this excellent breakfast had had a
corner torn away by a bomb, but they had managed to
patch it up and keep the place going.
We continued our journey uneventfully all through the
day, but soon after dark the air-raid alarms started. There
were four altogether, while we were at a little station near
a big railway junction called Elisenvaara. This station
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